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LIFE ON  THE  STAG]
Now it was not a matter of taste, but a rr ness. She was familiar with the size anc of the theatre, and I was not, yet either : self-occupation or titter indifference she a go upon that tiny stage painted like an In take the war-path. Truly I was climbing stem to reach the flower of success.
The overture was at its closing bars, all to the stairs for the first act. I stopped beh ing-room door and bent my head for one du; moment, then muttering " Amen — amen/' '. up the stairs to face the awful first appear New York audience.
I had always been rehearsed to enter w of guests.   The cue came, and as I stepp< strong hand caught my arm.    Mr. Daly changed his mind, he held me fast till all let me go, whispering, " Now — now/' ar alone.
I had to retire to the back of the stage ai moments till spoken to. Never shall I forg horror the closeness of the audience cause< should step upon the upturned faces; I \ out my hands and push the people back, of opera-glasses filled my eyes with angry denly I understood the meaning of the li faces. I raised my handkerchief and wipe< red from my cheeks, while somewhat bitterl] I thought that " love ye one another " and * as thyself" had been relegated to the gam bless our home."
Then the astonishing beauty of the w stage struck me with dismay; their e dresses, their jewel-loaded fingers. Oh! I can I ever hope to stand with them. I g cold. Then there dully reached my ears Lady Lundy: "I choose — Anne Sylvesi my cue. I came slowly down; no one kne
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